DR. PRITCHARD  REVISITED
Gentlemen, that is a very painful position for you to be placed in. If
it be necessary that you decide absolutely between the two, it must be
done. At the same time the prisoner's counsel did not seem sufficiently
alive, in considering this point, to the possibility that both might
be implicated, and if that were so, I suppose we should have little
doubt as to which was the master and which the servant; and that,
although the one might be the active hand that administered the
poison, if two were concerned, you could have very little doubt who
prepared it and who set on the other. And in fact, if you should arrive
at that conclusion, every article that the prisoner's counsel alluded to
for the purpose of shewing the guilt of Mary M'Leod would be an
article of evidence to implicate the prisoner at the bar.1
But his Lordship made it plain that, while M'Leod might
well have been employed in the poisoning, she had, in his
view, no guilty knowledge of the feet.
After a decent interval of fifty-five minutes the jury
unanimously returned the only possible verdict; and the
Justice-Clerk, observing that no reasonable being could
have the slightest doubt of his guilt, sentenced the prisoner
to death. Courteous to the last, that remarkable man
bowed severally to Judge and jury before passing from the
public gaze.
Three times have I, sitting in the hushed High Court,
heard pronounced that last dread sentence of the law. The
first was upon Jessie King, the Edinburgh baby-farmer,
who stifled her pitiful charges for their exiguous "premiums";
the second was upon John Watson Laurie, who brained and
buried on the flanks of Goatfell, in Arran, an English tourist
for a pound or two and the contents of a Gladstone bag;
the third was upon Oscar Slater, who may or may not have
slain with a hammer in Glasgow a venerable old lady for
her jewellery. But when, as sometimes happens, I stray into
the Justiciary Court-room, dim and deserted in vacance time,
it is none of these that fancy shews me in the empty dock. No;
in the shadows of that lofty chamber two other figures occupy,
for me, the narrow seat within the bar. One, a beautiful girl,
in a brown silk dress and a small chip bonnet trimmed with
white ribbons, her hair arranged in the Eugenie style, and in
her lavender-gloved fingers 31 silver-tipped smelling-bottle
and a little cambric handkerchief, who smiles brightly and
1 Trial, p. 291.
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